The Trjgedie o/Hamkt 

We willbcftow our felues; read orvthis Booke,. 

That (how of fiich an exercifcfniiy colour; 
Yourlowlineflejwe aieoft toohlamein this, 

Tis too much proufd, that with deuocions viiage 

And pious aftioo, we ioe fogatsOEe . .. » 

The Deuill himfclfe. ‘.p. 

King , O tis too tfoej 

How l mart a lalTi tii t fpeceh doth giite ray confciencc 
The harlots cheeke beaut ed with pljflring art, 
Isnotmore vgiy to the thing that.belp® it, . 

Then is my deed jamytodii pirated words u in 
O heauy burthen s 

Enter Hamlet. 

Pol, I heare him comming,Wirhdrawmy Lord. . 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queftkm. 
Whether tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune, 

Orito take armes againft a Sea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them : To die to fleepe 
No more : and by a fleepd^ddfay we end i 
The hart-ake,;aOdtdiethoofaMd naturallibocics 
That flcfli is heire to ; tis aconfummation 
Deuoutlyjto be wifht-to dieeo fleep, '<■ 

To fleep, perchance to drofthe; 1 there's the rub, 

Fpr in that fleep of deatlvwhat dreames-tnay comet 
When we haue fliUMfed oiFtbife thortall coylc 
Muft giue vs paufe, thetas the refpedf 
That makes calamity offo loiiglife s 
For who would bcare the whips and fcornes eftime, 
Th* oppreffors wrong, the proud mans contumely, 
The pangs of office and the Lawes delay. 

The infolcnce of office, and the fpornes ) 

Thit patient merit of th’vri worthy takes. 

When himfclfe might hfcf&fcftw make 
With a bare bodkin ; who would fardels beare, 

To gtunt and fweat vnder a weary life? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d Gourirrie, from whofc borne 


Trine c o/Deprnarke. 

fjo traueller returnes, puzzels the will, 
h And makes ys rather beare thofcils wc blue. 

Then flie to others that wc know not of; 

, Thus confidence dooes make cowards, 

And thus theoatiue hiew of refolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale caft of thought. 

And Enterprizes of great pitch and moment, 

VVith this regard theit currents tuxncawty. 

And loofi: the name of a&ioo. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons 
Be all my fins remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, . 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you; well. 

Opk.MyLord I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-dcliuer, 

I pray you now rcceitie them. 

Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought. : . . 

Ophe. My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did,.. 

Aod with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft, 

Take thefe againe, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers proue vnkind, 

There nay Lord. > " 

Ham. Ha, ha, are youhoneft, 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire ? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordflvip? 

Ham. That if you: be boneft and faire , you fhould admit no 
difeourfe to your beautie.. 

Ophe. Could beautie nay. Lord haue better commerce 
Then with honefiy ? 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforroe 
, honeftie frona what it is to aBaud, then the force of honefty can 
tranflate beautie in his likentfffe , this was fometime a Paradoxc, 
but now the time giues it proofe, I did loue you once, 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord you mademe bcleeue fo. 

Ham. You fhould not haue belecu’d me,f©r venue cannot fo 
euacuatc our old ftock,bucwe flaallxcUi&ofit s I loued you not. 

Ophe,. 
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